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and, as my little productions are mostly satires and lampoons on particular people, I find they circulate more by giving copies in confidence to the friends of the parties. However, I have some love elegies, which, when favoured with this lady's smiles, I mean to give the public.
Crab. Tore heaven, ma'am, they'll immortalize you! -you will be handed down to posterity, like Petrarch's Laura, or Waller's Sacharissa.
Sir Ben. Yes, madam, I think you will like them, when you shall see them on a beautiful quarto page, where a neat rivulet of text shall meander through a meadow of margin. Tore Gad, they will be the most elegant things of their kind!
Crab. But, ladies, that's true - have you heard the news?
Mrs Can. What, sir, do you mean the report of -
Crab. No, ma'am, that's not it. - Miss Nicely is going to be married to her own footman.
Mrs Can. Impossible!
Crab. Ask Sir Benjamin.
Sir Ben. 'Tis very true, ma'am: everything is fixed, and the wedding liveries bespoke.
Crab. Yes - and they do say there were pressing reasons for it.
Lady Sneer. Why, I have heard something of this before,
Mrs Can. It can't be - and I wonder any one should believe such a story, of so prudent a lady as Miss Nicely.
Sir Ben. O Lud! ma'am, that's the very reason 'twas believed at once. She has always been so cautious and so reserved, that everybody was sure there was some reason for it at bottom.
Mrs Can. Why, to be sure, a tale of scandal is as fatal to the credit of a prudent lady of her stamp as a fever is generally to those of the strongest constitutions. But there is a sort of puny sickly reputation, that is always ailing, yet will outlive the robuster characters of a hundred prudes.